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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

Hey, l'm finally doing a multichaptered fic again! This time I'm actually planning on finishing it too! So I've been 
planning to continue "Double Vision" since | finished writing it, so | figured I'd just go for it. And here's the first 
chapter! | really hope you guys like it-I've got a lot of plans for these guys’ future. Both of them are quite 
complex and interesting to write, so | think something cool can come from this. Needless to say, you should 
read "Double Vision’ before reading this, so you can get some background. Like usual, | don't own anything 
except the plot and story. And as always, thank you guys for reading and reviewing my other stories. Hope you 
enjoy :) 


Nothing | ever got myself into was simple. 
Let's take my band, Rising Force, for example. Or should | say Yngwie J. Malmsteen's Rising Force. Everything 
he was a part of had to have his fucking name attached. He was such an egomaniac - how in the hell | was so 


attracted to him was beyond me. 


After the fateful night that had finally initiated me into the band, things had hardly changed at all between us. 


We still fought like a couple of five year olds. We still had great jam sessions and great shows, the two of us 
being able to talk and laugh for hours about nothing in particular when we were on good terms. We actually 


got along more often than I'd originally expected. 


The only thing that had really changed between us was our relationship. Or whatever it was - | really wasn't 
sure. We weren't together, since neither of us had any experience in that department. Neither of us were 
really that great at relationships, much less ones with guys. We'd never even talked about what we were, 
about what was developing between us. We really didn't know what we were doing when we occasionally got 


some time to ourselves after a show. 


It wasn't exactly sex, per se. We never fucked - we hadn't even started touching each other until about two 
weeks before the tour was over. We used to just repeat what we'd done on the night we'd confessed to 
wanting each other before I'd been "initiated" into the band - grind on each other like a couple of horny 


teenagers until we came in our pants. 


Don't get me wrong, it felt fucking amazing doing that with him, but | wanted more. | knew he did too when 
he'd been the one to boldly shove his hand down my pants one night. Since then, that was as far as we'd 


gotten in terms of sex. 


Honestly, | didn't know what the hell we were. We weren't dating, that was for damn sure, but we weren't just 
fuck buddies either. I'd been saying that we were friends with benefits, but even then, we were a bit more 
than friends (even as we fought as much as we did), and we didn't exactly get all the benefits. 


| didn't think it had to be that complicated, but because Yngwie was involved, it was like a puzzle that would 


never be solved 


My internal musings were abruptly cut short by Yngwie storming into the venue we were playing that night, 


and | gave him a hard stare. Fucker was nearly fifteen minutes late. 
"Nice of you to show up." | remarked, and he turned sharply in my direction to give me a glare of his own. 


"Fuck off" he muttered, and | rolled my eyes before | turned away. It had been one of those days where we 
just couldn't get along. Everything | said seemed to piss him off, and vice versa. As a matter of fact, nobody in 
the band had really been on good terms for the past few days. We'd been nearing the end of the tour, with 
the show tonight being the last show before we could go home, and we were all sick of constantly being around 


each other. 


The four of us managed to get through five songs from our setlist before Yngwie turned to Anders and 
started ranting about the latter's drum solo being too long or something. At the beginning of the tour, Anders 
would have just gone along with Yngwie's demands and agree that his drum solo was too long, but he wasn't 
having it now. He stood up and shouted right back at Yngwie about guitar tone or something, and the two were 


soon yelling in each others faces as Jens watched on nervously, probably wondering if he should say something. 


Apparently, he didn't need to say anything, as Yngwie immediately turned to Jens’ to criticize the keyboardist's 
playing as well. Unlike Anders, Jens simply stood there in silence and let Yngwie rant, looking at me with an 
awkward expression | guess it was now my job to get Yngwie to shut up. | sighed heavily. 


"Hey, would you fuck off?!" | shouted, a bit more harshly than I'd intended. Yngwie's tirade was immediately 


stopped dead in its tracks as he whirled around to glare daggers at me. 


"This doesn't involve you, Joe." he snapped, in that voice that grated on my nerves every time | heard it. | 


narrowed my eyes, feeling the last of my patience slip away. 
"I think that it involves me if it involves my band!" | yelled. 
Before the words had even come out of my mouth, | knew that | was making a grave mistake. 


| could practically hear whatever composure Yngwie may have still had snap clean in two. "IT'S NOT YOUR 
FUCKING BAND!" he roared, yanking his guitar off and hurling it at his guitar tech, who barely managed to 
catch it before he scrambled off. Yngwie stormed across the stage to stare me down, getting in my face and 


trying to intimidate me. 


| almost laughed at his attempt to look threatening. Combined with his youthful features, his narrowed, furious 
eyes and pouty lips just made him look like a moody teenager. | crossed my arms over my chest and glared 
right back at him. "I'm the only one who keeps it together! | actually manage to show up to rehearsal on 


fucking time, for one!" 


"| put this fucking band together!" he hollered, his fists clenching at his sides as he lunged at me again. The 
fact that | didn't flinch or even look slightly afraid seemed to piss him off even more. | couldn't help but smirk 
ever so slightly. Get mad, you arrogant bastard 


"So that makes you superior to everyone, then?" | seethed, my voice dripping with venom and sarcasm. | 
forced my face into the fakest grin | could. "Just because you can play guitar fast means everyone should 
bow at your feet!" | stood on my toes to try and get further into his face. "Where's your crown, King Yngwie?! 


How come---" 


"Would you two knock it the fuck off?!" My rant was abruptly cut off when the voice of our tour manager 
came from the doorway of the venue. All the fight drained from me in an instant as | sheepishly turned in his 
direction. "Fucking hell, it's the last day of the tour and you're acting like fucking children!" 


‘Not my fault" | grumbled, and he rolled his eyes. | shuffled back to the microphone stand, still glaring at 
Yngwie out of the corner of my eye. He wasn't even looking at me, instead studying a crack on the wall. Our 
manager gave us both a long, exasperated look before he shook his head and stalked off, muttering to himself. 


| refused to speak to Yngwie for the rest of rehearsal - or, rather, the fifteen minutes of rehearsal that we 
had before he apparently got sick of me and called it quits before storming off. | knew that our manager was 


right, that we were acting like children, but sometimes Yngwie just got me so mad that | didn't want to do 


anything else other than scream at him. 


Dammit, | was supposed to be the mature one here. | was the frontman of the band, not to mention twelve 


years older than Yngwie. Sometimes | found the latter hard to believe. 


As showtime approached, | found myself thinking about all that was going on between Yngwie and myself, and 
where | wanted it to go. Neither of us had talked about what would happen to our new "relationship" once the 
tour was over. In the beginning, I'd considered the fact that we'd never speak of it again as soon as we were 


off the road, that it'd just be a "tour fling" of sorts. | know I've had my fair share of those. 


| would have to talk to him about that. By the way he kept looking at me throughout our pre-show warm-up, | 
had a feeling that he was thinking about the same thing. What would happen to us when we went home? 


Somehow, Yngwie and | had managed to work through our differences and give the audience one hell of a show. 
As I'd always done on the last night of a tour, I'd given it my all, wanting to go out with a bang, if you will. The 
other guys had picked up on my heightened energy and followed along with me, making it an epic show. | almost 


hadn't wanted it to end. 


| sighed as | flopped back onto the bed, my arms falling limply at my sides as | stared up at the ceiling. A small 
smile made its way onto my face as my body seemingly melted into the mattress. Just one more night in a 
hotel room before I'd be back in my own room. | loved touring, | really did, but it was always great when it 


was over and I'd get to go back home. 


| hadn't even noticed Yngwie come in until my eyes happened to wander to where he was standing. | resisted 
the urge to roll my eyes. Even if things were fine between us now, he was still pouting like a little kid as he 
stared at me - his arms crossed and his bottom lip sticking out ever so slightly. He made that face so often 


that I'd nicknamed it his "pouty bastard face". 


He was looking at me expectantly, and that's when | remembered that | was lying on the only bed in the hotel 
room. | resisted the urge to roll my eyes as | beckoned him over with a wave of my hand, and | shifted so 
that | was lounging against the pillows as he slunk onto the bed. | grabbed the remote and turned on the music 
channel as | felt his head fall against my shoulder. Glancing down at him, | noticed that he was still making his 


‘pouty bastard face" as he stared at the TV screen 

This time | did roll my eyes. "Prima donna" | muttered, and he snorted. 

A comfortable silence fell over the room, my thoughts drifting back down the path they'd been exploring 
earlier. The possibility of a relationship with him. As much as he pissed me off, | was strangely drawn to him. 


There was something between us, something that | knew | wouldn't be able to ignore for much longer. 


| really wished | could tell what he was thinking. Was he also wondering the same thing? 


Eventually, the music videos on TV started to all sound the same, and | let out a tired sigh as | reclined back 
on the bed. | moved to face Yngwie to ask him if he wanted to put something else on, but at the same time | 


turned to him, he turned to look at me. 


It seemed like everything stopped as soon as our eyes locked together. If one of our music videos came on TV, 
if one of the other guys started banging on the door, | doubt that | would have noticed. Something about his 
searching gaze was making me want to look away, and | did for a moment, diverting my eyes down before they 


inexplicably moved back up to his face. He was still staring at me. 


| could hardly focus with him looking at me so deeply. I'd never been this close to him before, and from where 
| was lying, | could analyze every feature of his that had captured my attention from the moment | first saw 


him. 


| knew that he was still a young man, but now that | could look at him this closely, | could really see it. He'd 
just turned twenty-five and he barely looked twenty. It was his round face that made him look so young, 
combined with his big, round brown eyes that always held so much. | could almost see all the words running 


through his mind reflected in his eyes, swimming in the dark depths. 


| wasn't sure what it was, but | felt like | needed to be closer to him. One of my hands found its way to his 
waist, and the other ended up cupping his cheek. He leaned into the touch and gazed at me sleepily. 


My thumb grazed along his bottom lip. Those damn lips. One of the first things I'd noticed about him when I'd 
first met him - apart from his self-obsessed attitude - had been those soft, full lips. | had a sudden, strange 
urge to kiss the aforementioned lips and | took a mental step back. 


Where had that come from? We hardly ever kissed - the only times our lips met were during the sloppy 


make-out sessions we had when we were backstage with our hands shoved down each others pants. 

Jesus, we really were a couple of teenage boys. 

| didn't want that right now, however. One part of my brain was telling me to tangle my fingers into his hair 
and crash my lips against his, like usual, but the other part, the part that was somehow winning, was telling 
me the complete opposite. It was telling me to go slowly, to savor the feeling of his lips against mine, to kiss 


him with passion. Almost like..a lover. 


My eyes widened at the words that had run through my mind, and he looked at me curiously. A lover? What 


was | thinking now? 


| quickly made a mental note to myself. Friends with benefits, it read. That was all we were. He wasn't my 


"partner" or my "lover", or anything like that. | didn't even want him to be. 


„Right? 


My mind made itself up. Before | could consider the possible consequences, | let my eyes slip closed as | leaned 
forward and kissed him. He responded immediately, his lips moving slowly against mine. It was nothing like the 
messy make-outs we normally had - it was filled with passion and emotion. Even though our lips had met 


multiple times before, this almost felt like our first kiss. 


When we separated, | opened my eyes and just gazed at him for a long moment. His lips were still slightly 
parted, and his eyes fluttered open and seemingly stared directly into me. | opened my mouth to say something 
before | closed it again. | had no idea what to say. There were about a thousand things running through my 
mind, but | felt like if | spoke, I'd ruin the mood that had fallen over the room. 


| had never thought of myself as a romantic person | didn't really do relationships. It just wasn't my style to 
be committed to one person. The longest relationship I'd ever had was less than a year. And it was with a girl, 


for that matter. I've never gotten the feeling that | got around Yngwie with any guy before. 


There was no denying it - | didn't want whatever we had to end after the tour. | didn't know exactly what | 
wanted us to be, but | knew that | wanted something with him. 


We needed to have a long conversation as soon as this tour was over. | was going to tell him that, but instead, 
| just ended up kissing him again, his arms wrapping around my waist as my fingers curled around the back of 
his neck. My eyes slipped closed as my other hand lightly gripped his shirt, and once again, | found myself not 


wanting to go further than just this as our lips slowly explored one another. 


We continued kissing for an obscenely long time, my mental note about us being just friends with benefits lying 


crumpled somewhere in a corner of my mind. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 

And we're back! Things finally start to pick up a bit with the story! I'm glad it's moving along now-like | said, 
I've got a lot of plans for what's gonna happen with these two that I'm excited to get into. | like where they're 
heading. | tried to get into thoughts and feelings a lot here-| hope everyone likes it. l'm really glad you guys 
liked the last chapter-thank you all for reading and reviewing. As always, | don't own anything except the plot 
and story. Hope you enjoy :) 


"Well, everyone," | began, folding my hands behind my back as | stood in front of my bandmates. Their faces 
reflected multiple emotions, mostly ones of relief that the tour was finally over. It had been great, but it was 
tiring playing shows every night or other night for three months. "it's been a fuckin’ great tour. We're gonna 


make the next one even better." | smirked a bit. "When we've recovered from this one." 


The guys laughed and cheered before they remembered that we were in a public airport surrounded by 
people, and they looked around awkwardly before cheering quieter, and | grinned These guys were really a good 
lot - | was glad to be in a band with them. Jens and Anders were an incredible duo, always locking into the 
rhythm of every song we did. And then, of course, there was Yngwie, constantly shredding away at incredible 


speed and with such passion in every note. 


| had plans for what | would do once | left. First, I'd go home and unwind, of course. | needed a break from the 
chaotic rock 'n' roll lifestyle for a bit. Then | could talk to Yngwie about where we were going to take our 


relationship. 


Jens and Anders gave me quick goodbyes before they wandered off. | watched them go as | contemplated what 
I'd say to Yngwie. I'd tell him that we needed to talk later, definitely. 


| could feel the tension in the air before | even looked at him. It spiraled in the air, circling its invisible tendrils 
around my neck, and | swallowed as | turned and looked up at him. | didn't even have to wonder if he could feel 


it too - his slightly pink cheeks and dark eyes gave it away. 


"Well." | chuckled as | fidgeted with my hands, smirking sheepishly. Yngwie smiled a bit, not knowing what he 


should say or do either. | looked up at him. "I guess I'll see ya later, man" 


"Ja" he said quickly, his eyes darting back and forth. | sighed. | didn't want things to be uncomfortable between 
us just because neither of us knew what the hell we were doing with each other. Even if we'd made out with 


reckless abandon backstage multiple times, we could still be friends. 


Fuck, who was | kidding? | didn't want to just be his friend, even with the benefits. I'd figured that one out last 
night. 


| pushed the thought aside for the time being. "It was a fuckin’ great tour." | said, stepping forward to wrap 
my arms around him and give him a friendly slap on the back He hugged me back, and my eyes slipped shut 


as his arms shyly wound around me. | couldn't ignore how good it felt to be this close to him. 


Before | pulled away, | turned to whisper in his ear. "I'm comin over on Friday." By the way he nodded 


wordlessly, | could tell that he knew the reason why. 


| stood in front of him for a brief moment, and he smiled bashfully, as if he were nervous to do so. | couldn't 


help but to give him a small grin back before | picked up my bag and strolled to the doors. 


Taking a deep breath, | stepped outside and made my way to my car, trying to banish all thoughts of my and 


Yngwie's complications. | didn't want to focus on that right now. I'd take care of it later, when | saw him again. 


Any tour Id ever been on always ended the same way. I'd bid my bandmates farewell before | dragged myself 
back home to just take it easy for at least two days. | loved touring and being on the road, don't get me 

wrong. Every tour I've ever been on has been epic, but it took a lot out of me. When | could finally get home, | 
just wanted to relax and distance myself from anything involving music for as long as | could before | felt the 


need to get back to writing or recording. 


This time was hardly different. | got back home and put all thoughts of my band or my music out of my head, 
immersing myself in whatever movies were playing on TV instead of music videos. | could actually unwind and 
not have to keep stressing over plans for the next show. For the first time in months, | didn't have someone 


waking me up at fuck o' clock to get to rehearsal or something. 


| tried not to think too much about what was happening with Yngwie and me, but it would occasionally jump 
into my head over the course of my break. | could avoid thoughts about the band, but | couldn't stop the 
multitude of different emotions I'd feel whenever his name would pop into my thoughts. Eventually, | just let it 
happen and soon found myself mentally practicing different things | would say to him when | saw him again. 


God, this was like high school all over again 


The entire drive to his house, | couldn't stop thinking about what | wanted to say. | knew that | wanted 
whatever we had had on tour to become something something that | didn't have to keep calling "whatever we 
had had on tour", but | had no idea how | should say it, or even what he wanted. Sometimes | really wished | 
could read him. 


| pulled into his driveway, my fingers anxiously gripping the steering wheel. Cmon, man, just go in there and Tell 


him what you want 


| stepped out of my car and stared at the house, shifting awkwardly and nervously wringing my hands. The 
possible speeches I'd been rehearsing in my head were bombarding my thoughts all at once, and | took a deep 


breath as | pushed them away before | briskly made my way to the door. 


Before | was even all the way up the driveway, | could hear Yngwie's guitar. He wasn't playing any specific song 
- just blazing through scales and arpeggios like he always did. As | quietly pulled the door open and slipped 
inside, he paused for a moment before the familiar sound of the opening riff of "Smoke On The Water" filled 


the room. 


| smirked a bit. Hearing Yngwie, who could race through hundreds of notes like it was nothing, playing such a 
simple riff was a complete contradiction As he neared the ending of the riff and launched into the verse, | 


decided that now would be a good time to announce my appearance. 


"We all came out to Montreux, on the Lake Geneva shoreline! | sang, quickly slipping into the living room. Yngwie 


looked up from his guitar and grinned, pausing the riff as he chuckled at my dramatic rockstar pose. 


"| thought the tour was over." he remarked, setting his guitar to the side, and | smirked as | moved to join him 
on the couch. He seemed like he was in a pretty good mood like myself - | wondered if he went through the 
same kind of unwinding routine that | did after a tour. 


"What, we can't jam if we're not on tour?" | put in with a grin, and he chuckled. Even if we'd both just come 
back from being saturated with music, the idea of jamming with him sounded a lot better than what I'd 


actually come here to do. 


| took a deep breath, my eyes momentarily flicking to the floor before they settled back on his face. | just 
needed to get straight to the point. "Look," | began, nervously drumming my fingers on my leg. "somethin 
happened over tour and we can't keep pretending that it was nothing." 


"Ja," He nodded, still not looking at me. "you're right. The, ah." 


‘I'm really not good at this kinda stuff, man." | admitted, awkwardly rubbing the back of my neck. "Like | said, 
I've never done this kind of thing before..we started doing..whatever the hell it is we're doing, But." 


"Joe," he started, his tone more serious as he finally turned to face me fully. "| meant it when | said that I've 
wanted something with you since the beginning of the tour." | stayed quiet. "| don't want to just forget about 
what happened on tour either. | want.! want it to keep going." 


"A relationship." | said, and he sighed heavily before he sheepishly nodded. 
"| guess that's the only thing to call it" he put in, his voice low and nervous. His hair fell into his eyes as he 
lowered his head, and | reached over and put my hand on his arm. My fingers walked up his shoulder before 


they curled around the back of his neck, and he looked up, his eyes storming with his conflicted thoughts. 


The tension I'd felt in the airport a few days ago was back, crackling in the air between us and swirling around 


my throat. | could feel heat rising up my neck and face. "Yrg.." | murmured, and he swallowed nervously. 


| retracted my hands but didn't move away from him. Sitting up straight, | steeled my nerves. Just say what 
you need to say, | told myself. No more sidestepping it, no more avoiding it. Fuckin’ out with it already. 


"| want that too, man" | told him, and it was as if an invisible wall had been torn down as all my thoughts and 
feelings that I'd been repressing finally came spilling forth. "Fuck, | don't want what happened on tour to stay on 
tour. Whatever you wanna call it.a relationship, a partnership, a fling, a fuckin’ romance, | want it with you. I've 


been tryin’ to avoid saying it, but fuck it. | wanna be with you, Yngwie." 


His answer was to pull me forward and crash his lips against mine. | responded immediately, gripping his 
shoulders as our lips attacked each other's in a frenzy of teeth and tongues. | swallowed his breathy moans as 


| straddled his hips and kissed him harder, the rapidly rising heat in the air enveloping me in a dizzying haze. 


It felt different kissing him this time - like neither of us were holding back now that we'd both confessed to 
what we really wanted. All the other times we'd kissed, | would always feel like | was suppressing what | truly 
wanted to do. But now, | could wrap my arms around his back and press the front of my body against his 


without having to worry about any possible consequences as our lips eagerly moved together. 


| took a few moments to catch my breath when we separated, resting my forehead against his and gazing into 
his dark, half-lidded eyes. My fingertips grazed down his cheek as | searched for something to say. The words 
that had been flooding my mind earlier had disappeared, and | was left speechless as | simply stared at him for 


several long seconds. 
Maybe | didn't have to say anything, | realized. Some things just need no words. 


| moved to sit next to him, my leg pressing against his leather-clad thigh. "I guess," | began with a smirk. "we 


both want the same thing then" 


He grinned. "Like | said, since the beginning of the tour." he stated. | listened, intrigued. He'd never fully explained 
exactly what he meant by that. "I didn't know what it was. I'd never done something like that before. You 
know..been with another guy. And | kept trying not to think about it, ‘cause | didn't think you would want 
that..but then the ‘initiation’ happened." 


He chuckled a bit before he looked down. "I know that | haven't really been giving you any..ideas of what | want 
until now, | guess, but | have wanted this for a long time. | just don't know what to do, really, or what this 


whole thing makes me, or you, or." 


"Hey, man," | began, stopping his rambling, and he looked back up at me. “does it matter? If us being in a 
relationship makes me something, | don't really care. We don't have to put a label on it. We can just be Joe and 
Yngwie." 


He smiled at that before his expression shifted again. "So are we gonna start..going on dates or something 


now?" 


| smirked a bit but considered his words. I'd been hoping that | would know what to do if we actually took 
things to the next level. But even now that we had, and we could say that we were "together", | still didn't 
really know what | was doing. Would | have to start acting differently around him? Start being romantic or 
something? Shit, | had no idea what | was supposed to do. 


| felt a slight sense of fear begin to build in the pit of my stomach before | pushed it down. Just because we'd 
gotten together didn't mean we had to immediately mirror a couple in the movies or anything. I'd try to take 


things as they came - figure it out on my own as | went along. Go with what felt right. 


| mean, if you wanna start going on dates, | know a few different places we can go." | told him, surprised at 
how easy it was to talk about this kind of stuff with him. There was none of the discomfort or uneasiness I'd 
felt just a few minutes ago - like | said, | felt like | wasn't holding back anymore. "There's this club that just 
opened up a few miles from here. We could go there tomorrow night" 


"Ja" he said, smiling a bit. "I like that idea." 


| grinned, still amazed by how right this whole thing felt. It felt completely normal to fall into a comfortable 
silence as he switched the TV to some movie. | hadn't known him for very long - I'd only been in the band for 


about four months - but sometimes I'd feel like we'd known each other for at least a year. 


And most surprising of all, it felt like the most natural thing in the world to just lean against his side as he 
draped an arm around my shoulders, as if we'd already been doing the same thing for months. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 

And here we are again! They're finally going on that date! This one ended up a lot longer than | thought it 
would. | tried to add some more action to this one-there's somethin’ happening between these two. | know 
things seem pretty good for them right now, but because it's me, there's definitely gonna be some drama 
coming up. Also, | went for a bit of humor along with the thoughts and feelings thing again-| really like how 
this is turning out with the style and everything. These two sure make out a lot as well, hah. As always, 
thanks for reading and reviewing the previous chapters, as well as my other stories. I'm really glad you're all 


liking this one. | don't own anything except the plot and story. Hope you enjoy :) 


| hadn't been this nervous about going on a date since | was fourteen 
But then again, Yngwie always seemed to have a way of making me feel like a teenager again. 


At the risk of sounding cliche, Yngwie made me feel about fifteen years younger - like | was around his age 
instead of twelve years older. | think I'd realized that early on, when we were still just bandmates having a 


good time on tour, but | hadn't really thought about it much until recently. 


Like | said, | was surprised at how normal it felt for Yngwie and me to be in a relationship. I'd expected it to be 
uncomfortable at first, both of us stumbling around unsure of what we were doing. Sure, | still felt that way 


sometimes, but not nearly as much as | thought | would. 
| guess | didn't always know everything about myself. 


| stood in front of the mirror, shoving my hands deep into my pockets as | shifted from one foot to the other. 
| slowly let out a breath, trying to summon the confidence | always displayed on stage. Dammit, | could sing for 
two hours in front of thousands of people every night for three months, and here | was, nervous about going 
out to a club with Yngwie. 


But it was more than that. It was a date. The word still gave me a strange feeling every time | thought about 
it. 


| was jarred out of my thoughts by the loud knocking on the door, and | took one last deep breath as | stared 
at my reflection for a moment before | made my way to the living room. | brushed my bangs out of my face 
and cracked the door ajar, slowly letting it open to reveal Yngwie standing there with a serious expression on 


his face. His eyes met mine and he smiled a bit. 


My eyes roamed over his body and | swallowed. He was wearing those damn leather pants like always, the ones 


that looked like they were painted on and left nothing to the imagination. His hair was teased up subtly, his 


feathery bangs sweeping just above his black-lined eyes. 


Jesus Christ, we hadn't even spoken yet and | already wanted to eat him alive. | needed to reign that in for 
now ~- even though he was smiling, his eyes told me that he was even more nervous than | had been before 
he'd arrived. It was to be expected, since neither of us were used to this kind of thing. Still, | wanted him to 
relax and just go with the flow, in a sense. Like I'd been telling myself to do. 


| grinned. "Hey, man!" | was suddenly unsure of what to do. Was | supposed to kiss him? Or should | just give 


him a hug? Maybe | wasn't as good at this as | thought. 


| decided to just go with both, leaning forward to wrap my arms around him as | turned to kiss his cheek 
When | pulled back, he was actually grinning, a bit less tense than before. At least | was doing something right. 


| was workin’ on something earlier." he said as | grabbed my keys and moved to join him on the way to my 


car. He pulled a CD from his jacket. "It's built around a lydian scale in D sharp minor with a few arpeggios.’ 


"Yng, | don't know what half that shit means." | told him in the most monotone voice | could, before | lost the 


facade, and we both laughed. It felt good to laugh with him - it took some of the edge off. 


As soon as we stepped into my car, however, it was back, creating an uncomfortable wall of silence between 
us. | drummed my fingers on the steering wheel and stared at the ceiling for a moment, trying to think of 


something else to say, before | turned back to him. 


He was fiddling with his fingers, not looking at me, and | regarded him curiously. Eventually, he looked up, trying 
to give me what looked like a reassuring smile, but it didn't quite reach his eyes. 


"What's up, man?" | asked. He sighed a bit as he turned to the window, and | mentally rolled my eyes. | should 


have remembered how dramatic he could be sometimes. 


He stared at a house in the distance before he turned back to me. "I don't know, | just.! shouldn't be this 
nervous.” he told me. "I keep trying to tell myself that, but then | start thinking of.what could go wrong, | 


guess." 


"Hey, dude," | cut in. | seemed to stop his rambling a lot. | reached over and laced my fingers with his, and he 
looked down, the fingers of his other hand nervously tapping on the dashboard. "you gotta stop worrying so 
much. Look, ! know how much of a control freak you are, but tonight, we're just goin’ out to have a good time. 


I's really not a huge thing." 


His lips twitched as he tried not to smirk at my remarks, and | chuckled. | stared down at our joined hands, 
now realizing what exactly it was that I'd done. It was uncommon for me to be the first to do something 
romantic - if | did, it was with a person that I'd been with for longer than I'd been with Yngwie. Hell, we only 
made ourselves official yesterday..well, we'd had all the tour shit that had gone down, but | didn't know what to 


count that as. 


Man, we were two complicated people. 


Regardless, | didn't pull my hand away, and he didn't either. My eyes moved down to the CD sitting in his lap, 
and | smirked. "Hey, how about you play what you were workin’ on?" | said, and he smiled a bit as he picked up 
the disc. He tossed it into the CD player, and my car was instantly filled with the familiar sound of Yngwie's 
shredding. 


It was pretty good. It went on for a couple minutes, starting with that complex scale he'd told me about that | 
had already forgotten the name of. There was a slow part in the middle before he started shredding for the 


ending, a formula I've heard him use a few times before. 


"| like it, whatever it was called" | said, and he grinned. | knew that he liked when | liked his playing, even if he 


would never say it out loud. 


We continued talking for the entire drive to the club, the two of us slowly starting to get more comfortable 
and less nervous about what we'd be doing soon. | stepped out of the car, glancing around the parking lot as 
Yngwie moved to stand beside me. There were quite a lot of cars, and | could hear the club's music pounding 
from where | stood, though | couldn't tell what song it was. 


| glanced up at Yngwie, and he smiled a bit. For a moment, | wasn't sure what | should do - was | supposed to 
hold his hand as we walked in or something? | shook my head at the thought. We weren't some cheesy 
romance movie couple, | had to remember that. | did want to do something though. | settled for simply 


wrapping an arm around his waist, and a moment later, he draped his arm over my shoulders. 


As soon as we entered the club, | led him straight to the bar. Even if he was trying to hide it, | could tell that 
he was still on edge. He really needed to loosen up. I'll admit, | did too. Though | wasn't as nervous as he was, | 


could still use a little extra confidence. 


Plus, we were two guys in a rock band looking to have some fun at a club, on a Saturday night. OF course we 


had to get drunk. Maybe not completely wasted, but at least buzzed. 


"Rebel Yell" by Billy Idol was playing on the speakers that seemed to be everywhere in the place, the overhead 
lights flashing between green and purple. | pulled out a barstool and sat down, and he followed suit, sitting next 


to me and glancing over the crowd of dancing people out on the dance floor. 


"Rum and coke." | said to the bartender before | turned to Yngwie. He thought for a moment before he just 
said that he'd have the same thing as me, and the guy nodded. 


We downed quite a few as we talked about whatever came to mind for the next twenty minutes or so, getting 
progressively more drunk and more relaxed. Eventually, a song | recognized began playing over the speakers, 


"Looks That Kill" by Motley Crue. Man, | knew someone else who had looks that kill. 


Wow, that was lame. How much had | had to drink again? 


We made our way out to the dance floor, slipping into the crowd and moving to the rhythm of the song. The 
lights had changed to flash between red and blue, and | watched Yngwie dance to the beat, glowing in the 


brightness from above. 


As the song faded out, it was immediately replaced by another, the lights changing along with the music. The 
flickering red and blue was quickly replaced by an intense green as a familiar guitar intro pounded through the 


club. | could recognize that intro anywhere. "Yankee Rose" by David Lee Roth. Hell yes, this song was great. 


The crowd of people apparently thought so too, judging by their loud cheering and instant change in mood. 
Instead of just moving to the rhythm, they were dancing wildly now, and | grinned as | looked back at Yngwie. 
He was smiling as well, the bright green lights from above reflecting in his eyes and casting glowing jade 


shadows over his face. 


My body rocked to the beat as | danced, laughing as | whirled across the dance floor. | felt completely 
weightless as | let the rhythm flow through me, the drinks I'd had earlier beginning to fully take effect and 
surround me with a pleasant haze of intoxication | guess Yngwie felt it too - his expression was one of 


exhilaration as he danced wildly through the emerald atmosphere. 


| was having the time of my life just dancing with him, once again feeling like a teenager as our eyes locked, 


and we just grinned at each other like the kids we were. 


Something came over me as | stared at him dancing under the lights. | wasn't sure if it was because of how 
much I'd had to drink, or my actual feelings that | hadn't realized that I'd been burying so deep, but | suddenly 
wanted him. In what way, | wasn't sure. | wanted to be close to him, kiss him, touch him.what the hell? No one 


had ever made me feel these kinds of things, not even past girlfriends that I'd thought | was in love with. 


| wasn't in love with him, fucking hell. It was too early for that. But | was feeling something Lust, maybe? No, it 
was more complex than that. | didn't only want him in a sexual way. | didn't want to drag him out of here and 


fuck him in the backseat of my car or anything. 


I'd thought that the tension I'd initially felt when I'd bid him farewell in the airport last week was over, that 
what had been causing it had been resolved. When we had actually said the words that we were in a 


relationship, | thought that it wouldn't come back. 


But it was here now, almost as powerful as the pounding music. It flooded the air with its invisible tendrils, the 
previous high spirits of the club's atmosphere being choked by the thick fog. 


Yngwie was staring at me, his eyes filled with an intensity I'd never seen. It was different than the looks he 
gave me when we were together backstage, or when he was playing one of his slower songs with more 
emotion than | thought he was capable of projecting. It was one of want, of need And it was probably written 


on my face as well. 


| didn't give a shit about anyone possibly seeing us. | stepped forward and flung my arms around his shoulders, 
shoving my lips against his for the first time that night as the wails of the song's guitar solo faded into the 
back of my mind. He responded immediately and eagerly, his hands moving down to grab my waist and pull me 


against his body. 


It felt like we were the only people in the club as we made out under the green lights. My fingers gripped the 
back of his jacket as his hands slid down to grab my ass, and | slipped my thigh between his legs. He gasped, 
and my fingers tangled into his hair, easily sliding through the smooth dark waves. 


We separated just as the song ended, and | stared at him, smirking at his flushed expression | always liked to 


see that face. The lights changed again, the loud green replaced by a more subtle reddish-pink. A moment 
later, a new song started up, the rhythm slower and more sensual. 


"All you got is this moment 

Twenty-first century's yesterday 

You can care all you want 

Everybody does, yeah, that's okay." 

Oh good god. 

"Need You Tonight" by INXS. When I'd first heard it, l'd been in a club not unlike this one, and the girl | was 
with and | ended up grinding all over each other for the majority of the song. There were a few songs that got 
me in that kind of mood, this being one of the main ones. 

| turned back to Yngwie. He was giving me that intense look again, and | swallowed. "Joe." he breathed, and | felt 
a burning feeling rush through my entire body. He pulled me closer to his body to push his knee between my 
legs and | felt the air leave my lungs. 

"Shit, Yngwie." | murmured, my eyes wandering over the dancing crowd of people. Though | hadn't been 
worrying about them seeing me earlier, | suddenly felt like they were all staring at me, even though most of 
them were focused on the music and each other. "Are..are we really doin’ this here?" 

He opened his mouth to say something before he closed it, looking down as if in deep thought. | leaned in close 
to him, still subtly glancing around to see if anyone was looking at us. Once again, there was no one staring 


that | could see, so | turned back to him, and his eyes searched mine. 


"We could.get out of here?" he stated, his voice low. My eyes flickered towards the exit, then back to him 
before | nodded. 


| grinned a bit as we crept along the dance floor, slipping through the many people with ease. It was like 
something out of a movie: the two of us laughing to ourselves as we weaved through the crowd of people, 
stumbling towards the exit as the last few beats of the song that had initially brought this on rung out 
through the air. 


We staggered into the warm night air outside, still snickering to ourselves as we stood there like a couple of 
fools. At some point, I'd grabbed his hand again, but | was too wasted to care about what any bystander would 
think at this point. | guess he was too, since his grip tightened as he dragged me in the direction of where |'d 
parked. 


We eventually reached my car, and he dropped my hand as he waited for me to open the door. | stood there 
for a moment, trying to remember what it was that | was supposed to be doing. Yngwie standing behind me 
and breathing heavily, his leather pants obscenely tight, wasn't helping matters either. Right, | was supposed to 


unlock the door so we could.hell, what were we even going to do once we got in the car? 


Before | could grab my keys, however, Yngwie's hand wrapped around my arm, and he quickly pulled me in his 
direction | didn't have time to react before he lifted me up and shoved me onto the hood of the car, his lips 


smashing against mine before | could even formulate any sort of response. 


Holy shit! | groaned low in my throat as his hands gripped my arms, and he pressed his body further against 
mine, probably denting the hood of my car, but | didn't give a shit. | suddenly felt like I'd had more drinks than 
I'd actually had - my head was spinning and my body felt like it was floating through space. My nails raked 


down his back as | grabbed his bottom lip with my teeth, and he moaned, the sound spurring me on even more. 


Jesus, this was one of the hottest things we'd ever done. Anyone could walk by and recognize us, but 
somehow, the thought of that excited me even more. We could have been busted inside, but out here, it would 
be a lot easier. The people in the club were numerous and focused on each other - someone out here would 
notice us right away if they happened to glance in our direction. The risk we were taking was sending thrills 


through my entire body. 


For some reason, there was another part of me that didn't like the idea of possibly getting caught. A vague 
sense of paranoia began to build in the pit of my stomach, and my eyes slipped halfway open to glance around 
the parking lot as Yngwie moved down to kiss my neck. | sucked in a breath as | felt his teeth graze my skin, 


my eyes momentarily closing before they shot open again 


Some guy was standing about thirty feet away, staring at Yngwie and | with an expression | couldn't quite read. 
One thing was for sure - he didn't look happy. 


"Fuck!" | muttered, both as a response to the staring guy, and Yngwie's teeth sinking into my throat. | knew 
that | should just ignore the guy, but something about his expression was pissing me off. | wanted many things 
- to tell him to fuck off, to get off the hood of the car and continue kissing Yngwie in the backseat, to just 
pretend like he wasn't there, but | couldn't think straight through the haze of intoxication and Yngwie's lips 


moving from my neck to my collarbone. 


He seemed to notice my distraction, and looked up. "What?" he murmured. Though | usually loved when his 
voice sounded like that - his tone breathy and his accent heavier - all | could focus on was the guy, whose 
expression now showed one thing that | could clearly make out: contempt. Fuck him, why was he still staring if 


he found us so disgusting? 


Several things happened at once. | moved to push Yngwie away and jump off the hood of the car, but my 
coordination was completely off, hindered by the amount of alcohol I'd had. Instead of smoothly rolling off the 


hood and landing on my feet, | slid down and crumpled onto the pavement. 


| laid there for a good five seconds, trying to figure out what the hell had just happened, when | happened to 
glance up and see Yngwie's face. He was just looking at me in disbelief and shock, as if he were also trying to 


make sense of the whole thing. 


| cracked up, my body shaking with laughter as | sprawled out on the ground. The whole situation was just so 
ridiculous that | couldn't hold it back - | was lying in the parking lot of some club, drunk off my ass, after 


making out with Yngwie Malmsteen on the hood of my car. It didn't even sound real. 


| guess Yngwie realized it too, since he started laughing after a moment as well. As we cackled like the drunken 
idiots we were, it became clear to me that | had never heard him truly laugh like this before. I'd heard him 


snicker and chuckle, but I'd never actually seen him doubled over laughing his ass off. 
It was a very attractive sound, I'd say. | wanted to hear more of it. 
There was another attractive sound he made that | would rather hear right now, however. 


Clumsily, | got to my feet, stumbling towards Yngwie with new waves of need beginning to flow through my 
body. He didn't even notice me stand up - he was still leaning against the car and giggling to himself. | 
staggered toward him, grinning like an idiot, and he looked up, his eyeliner smudged and his pupils almost 
completely filling his irises. 


| shuffled forward and grabbed his arms, my expression shifting to one that showed what | was truly thinking. 
"Yngwie," | wheezed, and he leaned close to my face, making me momentarily forget what | was going to say. | 


made a vague gesture to the back door of my car. "Y'think we.." 

"Ja" he murmured. "Fuck yes." 

| shoved my hand into my pocket in search of my keys, fumbling as | attempted to unlock the door. Eventually, 
| managed to get it open, and | turned back to Yngwie, ready to grab him by his jacket and pull him into the 
backseat. However, he beat me to it, grabbing my arms and shoving me onto the seats, climbing on top of me 


and going right back to biting and sucking my neck. 


"Fucking hell" | grunted, my head falling back against the seats as my eyes slipped shut. They shot open again 


when he grinded against me, and | moaned, my hands moving on their own accord to grip his jacket again. He 
looked up at me, his eyes almost completely black and swirling with lust. 


Fuck, | wanted to see that expression more. 

"Yng" | mumbled, my eyes drifting towards the still open car door, and he glanced in that directed. He swiftly 
pulled it shut, leaving us shrouded in darkness. | could see the dim lights from outside shining through the 
windshield. 


"Do you." he murmured, searching for what to say. | stared into his dark eyes. "Are we..we're doing this?" 


Laughing, | pulled him down to crash our lips together, my hands finding their way up his shirt as the last of 
the lights from outside left my field of vision 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 

Hooray for conflict and development! Like | said before, the drama is starting to rise up now! What can | say, 
it's kind of inevitable with these two. Of course, itll start out slowly before it all really hits, so there will 
definitely be more going down. | like how this one turned out with the dialogue. As always, thank you guys for 
reading and reviewing the other chapters. | don't own anything except the plot and story. Hope you enjoy ) 


This wasn't the first time I'd woken up in someone else's bed. 


Judging by the pounding in my head, | could conclude that it wouldn't be a wise idea to open my eyes. There 


was one thing | was sure of at the moment - it'd been a wild night. 


| grunted and rolled over, trying to piece together what | remembered from last night. I'd gone out to the club 
with Yngwie, that was it. We'd gotten completely hammered and..shit, | couldn't remember what we'd done after 
we'd left the club. We made out in the parking lot, | think, but everything beyond that was either a blur or 
completely dark. 


Something suddenly dawned on me then, and my eyes shot open, only to immediately close again as the light 
from outside shined directly onto my face. | groaned, bringing a hand up to shield my eyes as | let them flicker 
open slowly this time. With a vague sense of fear beginning to build in the pit of my stomach, | slowly pulled 
back the blanket and looked down. 


It was just as I'd known. | was completely naked, and | shut my eyes as | breathed out slowly. Alright, take a 
step back | told myself. Æ doesnt necessarily mean anything 


| think | would remember if Yngwie and | had slept together. Even if | couldn't recall anything else, | don't think 
that something like that could be easily forgotten. Plus, I'd probably be sore in different places if we'd done 
anything. Right now, for some reason | didn't want to try guessing, my knees were sore. | looked down, staring 


in bewilderment at the sight of the dark bruises there. How did that happen? 


| quickly turned to the opposite side of the bed, expecting Yngwie to be there next to me, only to reel in 
surprise when | noticed no sign of him. Grabbing the pile of clothes beside the bed, | stood up, glancing around 
the room as if he would suddenly appear. | wandered to the slightly open door, peering out into the hallway for 


any sign that he was even home. 


He was pacing around the living room, muttering to himself, and | raised an eyebrow. He didn't seem to notice 
me standing there, and | watched him for a few moments. He stopped for a moment, nervously wringing his 


hands, before he sighed heavily and stormed off, apparently heading towards the front door 


| retreated back into the bedroom, puzzled. What was he so worked up about? | knew that he could be 
overdramatic about trivial things, but | didn't have any idea of what it could be this time. Did he possibly 


remember more about last night than | did? 


| took that moment to look down, remembering that | was still completely naked, and | quickly shuffled to the 
bathroom. As soon as | stepped inside and flicked on the lights, | did a double take at the sight of myself in the 


mirror. 

My neck and chest were covered in bite marks and hickeys, and | grimaced as | stared at them. Fuck, had 
Yngwie done this? It looked like he had actually tried to eat me alive. As | warily ran a finger over one of the 
darker bruises, my eyes happened to drift down to my hand, and | reeled in shock again as | pulled back my 
hands to stare at both of them. 


My palms were grazed, the skin scraped as if I'd fallen on the road or something. Maybe that's what had 
happened - it might explain the bruises on my knees. Had | really been that drunk? 


| suppose the only way to find out what could have happened last night would be to find Yngwie. | quickly 
slipped into the clothes I'd grabbed and headed out, wandering into the living room and glancing outside. He was 


standing in the driveway, his back to the house and his arms crossed over his chest, and | rolled my eyes. 


A thought crossed my mind, and my eyes narrowed as | approached the door. Was he trying to avoid me, to 
hide from me? | swung the door open and stepped toward him, and he barely glanced in my direction. 


"Hey, man, what's goin’ on?" | asked. His secrecy was staring to aggravate me. 
"Nothing." he muttered, still not looking at me. | rolled my eyes again 
‘Obviously not" | retorted. "Why are you avoiding me if nothin's wrong?" 


"Its what happened last night, alright?!" he snapped, moving to storm away, but | grabbed his arm before he 


could go. 
"What the hell was it?!" | shouted back. I'd had enough of him dodging my questions and hiding from me. 


“This..this guy saw mel" he yelled, turning away and crossing his arms over his chest again. "When we left, 
there was this guy who saw us in the parking lot! He saw me with you!" 


The memory came rushing back to me. There had been a guy who'd been staring at us with disdain as we 
made out on the hood of my car, and I'd tried to jump down to tell him off. I'd ended up falling onto the 
pavement instead - that must have been what had caused the bruises on my knees and the scrapes on my 


hands. 


"What's the big deal?" | asked. "Some guy saw us making out - it's not that important in the grand scheme of 


things! We're never gonna see him again, so what does it matter?" 


Yngwie whirled around to face me, his face contorted in rage. "What does it matter?!" he hollered, his fists 
clenching at his sides. "He could have recognized us! Don't you know what would happen if something like that 


got out?! What it would do to me, to the band?!" 


| gawked at him in disbelief for a good few seconds before | managed to find my words. "Are you fucking 
kidding me?!" | bellowed, hardly able to believe what he'd just said. "You're worried about what it could do to 
your fucking career?! To the band?!" 


| should have seen this coming. Yngwie had always been an arrogant bastard - of course he'd be concerned 
with what his fans might think of him if they found out that he was with me. "He saw you with mel" | 
continued to shout. Yngwie was glaring daggers at me, his dark eyes blazing with fury. "What could this do to 
you?! That's what's important, isn't it?! Your fucking image! Everything always has to be about you! What could 
happen to the image of the great Yngwie Malmsteen if this gets out! 


"You know that's not what | meant!" he screeched. | gaped at him. Did he even realize how ridiculous everything 


he was saying sounded? 


| never know what you mean!" | yelled. "You're never straightforward with anything! | never know what you're 


thinking or what you want, because you're always vague about everything!" 


His face was still a mask of fury, but he said nothing. | guess he realized that | was right, something that | 
knew always pissed him off. He couldn't stand being proven wrong. 


| wanted to say something else, but | couldn't think of anything that | hadn't already said. | simply turned away 
and began walking back to my car, ignoring Yngwie continuing to rant behind me. | stepped into my car, sighing 


at the sight of him standing in the driveway and yelling. Did he know what he looked like? 


| crossed my arms over the steering wheel and lowered my face onto them, gritting my teeth and trying to 
will away the sharp pain burning in my head. | glanced up just in time to catch sight of Yngwie stomping back 
inside like an angry two year old, and | shook my head. Our manager was right - we really did fight like a 
couple of children. 


| ran a hand over my face. | really should have known that he would pull the whole "this getting out will fuck 
up my career" bullshit. Of course, that thought had crossed my mind as well, but | hadn't been overly paranoid 
by that one guy that saw us. We'd never see him again, and he probably hadn't recognized us. 


| sat up, glancing down for a moment, when my eyes caught sight of something that made me stop in my 
tracks. | sighed heavily and let my head fall back against the seat. Somehow, | hadn't grabbed my own shirt, 
but Yngwie's shirt instead. | hadn't even noticed. Well, | wasn't gonna go back in there and give it back to him 


now. 


Man, we were going nowhere fast. 


| didn't see Yngwie again for a few days. In my opinion, it was probably for the best. Even if we'd waited a bit 
to see each other again after the tour, the memory of constantly being in each other's presence was stil 


prominent in my mind. 


| eventually remembered a bit more about the night before I'd woken up naked in his bed. Just as I'd 
suspected, we hadn't actually done anything. | think we were about to, which would explain why | was naked, but 


something ended up stopping us from continuing. 


Over that time, | was able to think about the status of our relationship, and the shit that itd been through. 
Yngwie had been right about one thing - he was a hard man to get along with, just as he'd said on the night I'd 
been "initiated" into the band. 


We had our issues, yes, but | wanted to work through them instead of just giving up. | really did like being with 
him and all the good times we had. 


| just hoped that we could figure out some way to have more. 


When there was a knock at the door, | knew immediately that it was Yngwie. I'd been talking to my other 
bandmates and some of our managers, working out times that we could get to the studio. Yngwie would 
probably want me to say specific lines that he'd give me, or just do it himself, but | really didn't care at this 
point. 


With a sigh, | shut off the movie playing on TV, trudging to the door and swinging it open. Just as I'd known, 
Yngwie was standing there, his arms crossed and his expression mirroring his "pouty bastard face." Resisting 
the urge to roll my eyes, | looked up at him with intrigue. He hardly ever came back to me after an argument 


- I'd usually be the one to go to him. Id try to be the mature one. But now.. 


"Joe, | fucked up" he blurted out, running a hand over his face. | wanted to say something, but decided against 
it. This was too interesting. "l.realized that | have been being too vague. That | never say what | really want. 
I've.fuck, I've been afraid, | guess. | don't know what I've really been afraid of, | suppose it was..the whole thing. 


Its all new to me, and | know it's new to you as well.” 


His eyes darted back and forth as he stuffed his hands into his pockets. "I told you | wanted you since before 
the tour started. That hasn't changed. | still want to have..this relationship." | could tell that saying it still gave 
him a strange feeling. “But.! don't want it getting out. Its not only because of me. It's not only because of my 
image, or the band's image. | don't want some shit going down with you either. | just want this to be our 


business." 


He looked down, his hair falling over his face. | stepped forward and put my hands on his arms, and he sighed. | 
was surprised by his words and the fact that he'd even come here first. Maybe he was finally growing up. 


"Y'know, man, we might be rushin' through this whole thing." | admitted, and he looked up. "We just started this 
relationship, and we went out to a club for our.first date. We're always doing things quickly - | think we should 
just try slowin’ down a bit. Take some time to.get used to it, | suppose.” 


"Ja, I've thought the same thing." he stated, fiddling with his fingers before his eyes met mine. My hands slid 
down his arms to clasp his, and he smiled a bit. "I thought that we might need to figure more things out, like 
you've said" 


"Well, at least we're on the same page with one thing." | remarked, and he grinned. 


There was one thing | wanted to try, something that we always did quickly. | leaned in and kissed him, and he 
responded instantly, his hands wrapping around my waist. Slowly, tenderly, our lips moved together, separating 
after only a few moments. We never really kissed like that - we always ended up furiously making out. But like 
| said, we needed to start slowing things down. 


He was smiling at me again, and | grinned. "See, we could just do that." | commented, and he chuckled. "Instead of 


goin’ out to clubs at first, we could just.hang out somewhere, | guess." 


"I know a place for that." he stated, and | looked at him with interest. He took my hand and led me outside, and 
| followed, intrigued. We stepped into his car, and he tossed one of his CDs into the player before he sped off, 
smirking slightly. 


"What kinda place is it?" | asked 


"Somewhere I've been going for years.” he told me. "Not here in particular, but.the same kind of place, y'know? 
I've been going to these kinds of places since before | moved here." For some reason, | didn't mind his secrecy 


now. When it was in this context, it was fine. | just had to wonder what kind of place he liked so much. 


The entire drive, we didn’t discuss music or any of the subjects we usually got on. We talked about ourselves, 
slowly learning more about each other. It was at this time that | realized that we really didn't know each other 


as well as we'd thought. We'd been in a band together for the past four months or so, but there was still so 


much about him that | didn't know. 


We talked about the different bands we've been in, how we got into music, different music that we listened to 
- just getting to know each other, really. | never realized how many of the same bands we liked until now. We 


had more in common than I'd originally thought. 


Eventually, he stopped in a field off to the side of the road. "I've always liked coming out here." he explained, 
stepping outside, and | followed him. | looked around - we were surrounded by nothing but grass fields and the 
night sky, filled with swirls of stars and galaxies. There weren't any streetlights that would prevent us from 
seeing them, and the only road nearby was the one that we'd come here on. Truly the middle of nowhere. "| 


don't really know why. Sometimes it gives me ideas for songs, being out here." 


"Nah, man, that makes sense." | told him. He made his way over to stand beside me before he gestured to the 
roof of his car. | chuckled as | realized what he was implying, and he grinned before he turned to the car. He 
swiftly climbed onto the roof and beckoned me over, and | smirked as | walked up the car hood to sit next to 


him. His arm wrapped around my shoulders and | smiled a bit. "No distractions or anything here, y'know?" 
"Ja, that's what it is." he put in. He turned to me at the same time | looked at him. "No distractions." 


We ended up kissing again, making sure to stop before we went too far. I'll admit, it was always difficult to pull 
away from him when his fingers tangled into my hair and my arms ended up around his shoulders. Now wasn't 
the time for a heated make out session, no matter how appealing that idea was to me. No, now was the time 


for us to just hang out, get to know each other more, like we had been doing. 


A comfortable silence fell over the field as we ended a discussion we'd gotten into about tour stories. His arm 
was around my shoulders again, and | let my head fall onto his shoulder, my fingers tangling with his as | let 
my eyes slip shut. 


A thought suddenly crossed my mind, and before | could stop myself, | found myself wondering if | could fall 
for him. | frowned at the thought. It was too early to be thinking about something like that. 


But was it really? We'd only been "in a relationship" for a few days, but we'd also had our tour fling for a few 


months. 


Maybe things could progress well with us, but | couldn't see myself "falling for him". | hardly ever fell for 
anyone - the last time | had had been years ago, and it had only lasted for a few months. What could | say, | 
just wasn't good at that kind of thing. 


And how could | fall for Yngwie of all people? Even if we did have good times, we did fight a lot. | mean, | 
suppose everyone had their ups and downs, relationship or not, but we disagreed a lot, especially when it came 
to band things. Still.things hadn't been that bad between us lately, even with the argument we'd had a few 
days ago. 


| wasn't going to fall for him. That could only make things worse, | knew it. 


Yngwie noticed my silence, and turned to look at me. "Is somethin’ wrong?" he asked. | looked up and gave him 


what | hoped was a reassuring smile. 


"Nah." | told him, and even though it sounded like | was trying to convince myself of something | didn't really 
believe, | added: "It's nothin’ important." 


Chapter Five 
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About a month passed before we ended up back in the studio again. 


Things had definitely improved between Yngwie and me. | think he really liked being with me and didn't want to 
fuck things up - he was getting better at ignoring his ego and coming back to me after an argument, instead 
of the other way around. Granted, | was still the more mature one, but it really seemed like Yngwie had been 


starting to grow up lately. 


| was spending a lot of time at his place, and him at mine. We'd been on a few more dates, letting a couple pass 
before we returned to the club. My suggestion of slowing things down was proving to be effective - sure, we 
still argued a lot, but we had been getting better as time went on. Once we'd started getting to know each 


other better, we found that we had more things in common than differences. 


| liked what we had right now. Honestly, before we'd really started getting serious, | hadn't wanted us to have a 
relationship like one in the movies or anything like that. I'd wanted it to seem like we were best friends who 
were also dating. I'd brought that up to him once, and he'd agreed with me, telling me that he didn't really think 
that the fact that we were together was the only thing about us. 


Things were alright. We were in a great band, and had a good relationship. We'd released our first album earlier 
this year. Id gotten pretty good reception, Yngwie's longtime fans liking the way my vocals flowed with his 
guitar. | liked the sound of his guitar and my voice as well - | wanted to do another great album like that. 


"Alright, everyone!" | announced as | strode into the studio, Yngwie following behind me. Jens and Anders looked 
up from their instruments, grinning as soon as they saw me. Barry Dunaway, the session bassist who'd played 


on our last album, was also here, and he gave me a small smile. "We're gonna write a fuckin’ great album!" 


Before the guys could say anything in response to my declaration, a voice came from behind me, the tone 
clearly one of disdain. "Oh, it's you" | turned to see some guy standing by the door with his arms crossed. | 


narrowed my eyes at him. 


"Yeah, l'm in the band" | told him, and he rolled his eyes. 


"Look, let's just cut this shit." he muttered, glaring at me. "I saw you and him," He gestured to Yngwie with a 
dismissive wave of his hand. "sucking face outside. | don't wanna be involved in somethin’ like that here, alright? 


Fuckin’ band of goddamn queers." 


Dead silence. The only sounds in the studio were those of my bandmates exchanging a few stunned words in 
the background, and Yngwie's furious heavy breathing beside me. | glared daggers at the guy but he refused 
to back down, mirroring my expression Finally, | stepped forward until | was only inches away from the guy's 


face. He grimaced and backed away. 


"| don't give a shit what you do here," | began, my voice low and icy. "if you're a sound guy, a tech, or even 
the fuckin’ studio owner. What happens in my band isn't your fuckin’ business." 


He scoffed. "I don't want it to be my business." he grunted, his face still a mask of scorn. "I ain't stickin’ around 


for that kinda shit. Find yourself a new sound guy." 


At that, he turned away and walked right out, and | rolled my eyes. What that guy didn't know was that we 
already had a sound guy - that guy worked at this studio, | guess. We didn't even need him. 


Honestly, | didn't give a shit if he found out that Yngwie and | were together, or that he'd seen us kissing 
across the street before we'd come inside, but | knew that Yngwie did. 


With a heavy sigh, | turned back to Yngwie, staring at his furious expression | knew that he wasn't pissed 
because of what the guy said, but because the secret that he'd wanted so badly to keep had come out. He 
glared at me for a moment, looking like he was about a second away from a long rant, before he simply shook 
his head and stormed out the door without a word. 


| was suddenly aware of the silence that still lingered in the room, and with a sigh, | turned back to the guys. 


Just as | expected, they were all staring at me, various expressions of surprise on their faces. 


"l, uh." | began, not knowing how to start. What was | supposed to say after that? | didn't really have a 
problem with my bandmates finding out that Yngwie and | were together, but, like | said, Yngwie did. They 
probably knew he did too, if they'd seen the way he'd reacted. "Well." | couldn't for the life of me think of 
anything that | could possibly say. 


A grating quiet fell over the studio once more, and | shifted uncomfortably, my eyes darting back and forth 
between my bandmates. Anders fiddled with his drumsticks for a moment before he stood up to whisper 
something to Jens, who'd been staring at me with a stunned expression since I'd made my confession | couldn't 
really read Barry's expression, but there was nothing on his face that told me that my revelation bothered 


him in any way. 


Jens was the first to break the silence. "How long have you two been in a relationship?" he asked. The tone of 


his voice told me that he wasn't pissed or appalled by the news, which was a good sign. | never had any doubt 
that he or the other guys wouldn't be fine with Yngwie and my relationship, but, like | said, Yngwie was his 
paranoid self and didn't want anyone else to know. 


But he wasn't here right now. 


“Almost two months." | explained. That was the official amount, at least. | didn't know what to count our tour 
activities as. "But we had something goin’ on over tour before we actually called it a relationship. It's, uh, kind 


of hard to explain" 
"I kind of expected it" Jens admitted Anders raised an eyebrow. 


"It doesn't seem like you two get along much." he commented. "You both seem." He stared at the ceiling as he 


searched for the right words. "really different. Like you wouldn't be able to.put up with each other." 


"Believe me, | used to think the same thing." | put in. "I thought I'd never be able to put up with him. We still 
fight a lot, but we have our good times." 


Man, what did it say about Yngwie and | if Anders didn't see us being able to tolerate each other enough to be 


in a relationship? 


| looked at Barry, who still hadn't said anything, and narrowed my eyes a bit. He put his hands up. "Hey man, 
I'm just here for the music." he pointed out. "If you and Yngwie have somethin’ goin’, it's none of my business. 


I'm just a session guy." 


| smiled a bit, glad that they were fine with the news that had unexpectedly been broken | glanced around the 
room at my bandmates, before | remembered the absence of one, and | frowned. Yngwie was still outside, 
probably either angrily pacing around or just pouting. With a resigned sigh, | made my way to the door and 
stepped outside. 


Just as I'd thought, he was standing there with his arms crossed, leaning against the wall. He looked over at 


me and scoffed, and | rolled my eyes. 

"C'mon, man, don't be like that” | muttered, and he sighed dramatically. 

"I didn't want them to find out!" he snapped, turning away. "I just wanted this to be our business!" 

"I know, but shit gets out sometimes!" | shouted. | really wasn't in the mood for this right now. | just wanted to 
go inside and hopefully write some more songs, not stand out here arguing with Yngwie about relationship 
stuff. "Look, they don't care about what we have, so its not a big deall | know you wanted us to keep this to 


ourselves, but it's just the band that knows! Its not like we told an entire audience of people!" 


He whirled around to face me, his face contorted in rage. | stood my ground, crossing my arms over my chest 


in the same way he had done. "Did you hear what that guy said?!" he growled, his voice dripping with venom. | 
sighed. Every trivial thing had to be such a huge deal with him. 


"Look," | began, running a hand over my face. "it doesn't fucking matter." At his murderous expression, | quickly 
added: " To me" | sighed. "Can we just get through one session without you being a goddamn paranoid control 
freak?" 


Before he could start yelling again, | stepped back inside, and he followed me with his arms still crossed. Shaking 
my head, | made my way back to the center of the room, watching Barry tune his bass and Jens run through 
a few different chord progressions on his keyboard. As Yngwie picked up his guitar, | took notice of the 


untouched drumset, and raised an eyebrow. Now Anders was gone? 
Jens noticed my puzzled look. "He went outside." he told me. "He didn’t tell me why, though." 


| moved to face my other bandmates. Barry was writing something in his notebook now, and Yngwie was blazing 
through scales, making his classic "pouty bastard face". Shrugging, | turned to the opposite door of the studio, 


wordlessly crossing the room and stepping outside. 


Anders was leaning against the wall, his fingers idly tapping an unheard beat on the old bricks. His normally 


laid-back expression was a mask of intensity I'd never seen before, and | regarded him curiously. 


"Hey, what's up, man?" | asked. He turned to me, his expression softening a bit, though his eyes were stil 


troubled. 


| don't want you to think that | have a problem with what's going on with you and Yngwie," he began, 
uncomfortably fidgeting with his fingers. "I really don't. But you said that you don't always get along and | don't 
want it to possibly.affect the band in any way." 


| nodded. He had a point. | could only imagine what would happen to the band if Yngwie and | broke up or 
something. Of course, I'd wondered about it a few times before, but I'd never really thought too far into it. | 
didn't like thinking about the possibility of leaving Yngwie - our relationship had been through a lot of shit, and 
| didn't want to just give up on it. 


"Don't worry about it, man" | told him, though it sounded a lot more like | was trying to convince myself 
rather than him. "Yngwie and |.." | shrugged, opting to just tell it like it was. "We do fight a lot, but we usually 


work it out." 


As | swung open the door of the studio, stepping inside and leading Anders with me, | could only hope that we'd 


continue in that same pattern of working things out. 


We didn't end up getting anything done. As most of our studio sessions went, we'd started out by just jamming, 
listening intently for anything that could become a song. One of the jams we'd done had sounded like it could 
become something, but | guess Yngwie didn't agree, since he stopped playing and started ranting halfway 


through. 


At that point, I'd had enough of him and his pouty attitude, so I'd told him to fuck off. He'd snapped then, going 
off on a tirade about things that weren't even related to the music anymore. He ended up on a subject | was 


sure he'd exhaust until the end of the world - that we'd all be nowhere without him. 


I'd immediately countered and told him that he was the same way, that he'd bea nobody if he didn't have his 
bandmates backing him up like loyal subjects. | knew that the "King Yngwie" thing pissed him off whenever | said 
it. For a moment, he looked like he was trying to strike me dead with just his eyes, before he'd simply turned 
away and stormed out. That'd been the end of that jam session 


Damn creative differences. They happen to every band. 
The real test was seeing if we could work through them. 


| waited until dark to drive to Yngwie's house, figuring that he'd had enough time to simmer down. Honestly, | 
wasn't really in the mood to go to his place after all the arguing we'd done in the studio, but | really didn't 
want us to keep fighting. | wanted to write a killer album with him, not end up in a shouting match every time 


we got in the studio. 


As soon as | stepped into his house, | knew that he wasn't as angry as he was, but he was probably still 
slightly miffed He was giving me this brooding look, his guitar in his lap, and | crossed my arms. He sighed 


dramati cally. 


"I really liked this riff," he stated, quickly shredding through some scale he'd done earlier. "but | didn't like what 


Jens was doing on it" 


"Do you really have to bring that shit up now, man?" | asked, and he sighed again before he shrugged. He set 
his guitar to the side and | moved to sit next to him. He averted his eyes and | put my hand on his arm. 


"Listen, man, | don't wanna go back to how things were in the beginning with you." | put in, and he nodded, 


turning to face me just a bit. "We've been doin’ alright lately. | don't want it to go bad, y'know?" 


"Right" he muttered after a few moments, fiddling with his guitar pick before he tossed it aside. He turned 
back to me with a small smile. It seemed like he had actually listened to my words. 


We talked about a few things not related to the album until the studio fight was mostly forgotten | realized 


that | shouldn't keep dwelling on shit that happened earlier - we were here now, and things were alright again. 


‘Ive been thinking." he began after a short silence. "| know you said we don't need to put a label on our 
relationship," A shy smile appeared on his face as he said the words - he was still getting used to the way 
they sounded, even though we'd been together for the past couple months. "but | do want to have something 


to call you, y'know?" 


Oh | knew what he meant. Truth is, I've thought about what he'd said a couple times before - the idea of 


having something specific to call him. 


| didn't want to call him my "boyfriend", good god. Just thinking of the word made me grimace a bit. He might 
make me feel like a high school kid again, but not by that much. | looked up at the ceiling, trying to think of a 
better word. There had to be something.. 


"How about just ‘partner'?" | said after a few moments. It wasn't the best word, but it was a lot better than 
"boyfriend". His expression shifted to a thoughtful one, his eyes moving to stare at the wall as he considered 
it. "You could be my partner, and | could be your partner." | smiled a bit. "Or we could just keep being Joe and 


Yngwie." 


"We've always been Joe and Yngwie" he put in, grinning at the way it sounded. He turned back to me. "But | kind 


of like ‘partner'.” 
"Well," | stated, grinning. "we can be ‘partners’, then" 


He chuckled a bit before he grabbed my shoulder and pulled me to him, his lips eagerly pressing against mine. 
My eyes slipped shut, my arms moving to circle around his shoulders as his fingers slipped into my hair. 


Something suddenly came over me then, and | pulled away for a brief second so | could straddle his hips 
before | crashed my lips back against his. | know that | was the one who'd said that we needed to take things 
slower, but that had been a month ago. | didn't want to take it slow anymore. 


An explosion of tension seemed to rock the room at that moment, flooding the air with its scorching fog. | 
pulled back and stared at Yngwie, my breathing coming in heavy gasps as my hands gripped his shoulders. He 


swallowed, his dark eyes half glazed over and storming with arousal. 
"Jesus, Yng." | wheezed, my hands slowly sliding down his arms. 


He breathed out slowly. "Joe, do you." he rasped, his accent dripping heavily from every word. | could tell he 
was struggling to put his thoughts into words. "Should we..do you want..to, y'know, go..2" 


My only answer was to quickly nod before | gripped his hand as we briskly shuffled to the bedroom. | chuckled 
a bit as | remembered how we'd run out of the club just like this, but | didn't get a chance to reminisce 


before Yngwie grabbed me again and smashed his lips onto mine. 

| pushed him against the wall, our mouths still furiously attacking each other's as his fingers began to wander 
up the back of my shirt. My lips moved away from his and down to his neck, sucking the skin there before | 
sunk my teeth into the marks | left. Loud, shaky moans were spilling from his lips, and | shuddered. 


| wanted to try something I'd never done before. | couldn't explain why or where my train of thought was 


going. Even though | hadn't done it before, | somehow felt confident that | would do it well. Plus, all the blood 
and judgment in my mind had migrated south, leaving my head feeling like it was surrounded by a hazy cloud 
of lust. By the way that Yngwie was looking at me, not the mention the bulge in his tight leather pants, | knew 


that he was having the same problem. 
| didn't think about it. | just acted. 
Swiftly, and without a word, | dropped to my knees, yanked his pants down, and took him into my mouth. 


His immediate response instantly explained why I'd done it. "Ah, fan." he groaned, his eyes slipping shut as his 
head fell back against the wall. "Ohh, skit jävla helvete..! 


| was going to fucking come in my pants just by listening to him. I'd always found it incredibly hot to hear the 


way he moaned and cursed in Swedish. The sounds he made were just fucking hot in general, honestly. 


My eyes slipped halfway open to look at him, and | felt another bolt of arousal hit me as | took in his 
expression His eyes were closed, strands of his hair sticking to his flushed, sweat-soaked face as breathy 


moans escaped his parted lips. A realization dawned on me then, and my eyes widened. 


I'd seen that face before, or at least a face similar to it. It was the face he made on stage when he was 


blazing through a flurry of notes. Good god. 
Yngwie's sex face was the same as his guitar face. 


| didn't get a chance to dwell on that thought, however, since | felt his hands weaving into my hair, and, a 
moment later, his fingers tugged on the strands he'd grabbed. 


The second his fingers tangled into my hair and pulled, | paused, my hands flying up to shove his away and pin 
them to the wall. | wasn't going to let him have the upper hand this time. My eyes wandered upwards - he 
was staring down at me, his lust-filled expression slightly warped by a look of disbelief. 


| pulled back and smirked at his disappointed groan, dragging my hand across my mouth as | stood up. Before | 
could speak again, he grabbed my arms and shoved me back onto the bed, my back hitting the mattress as he 
crawled on top of me. | reached up and yanked the front of his jacket open, my hands sliding inside and quickly 


pulling it off to toss it aside. He reached for the bottom of my shirt to pull it off, and | shoved his hands 
away, trying to get his shirt off first. 


| swear, everything was a power struggle with him. He grabbed my shirt again, wrenching it off in one swift 
motion, and | tugged his off right after. His hands hesitantly reached for the waistband of my jeans, and | 


paused, suddenly aware of exactly what we were doing. 


| wanted him so bad, but | wasn't sure if he wanted the same. | could tell he was a bit nervous, though he was 


trying to hide it. "Wait a minute, man" | began, my arms sliding up to wrap around his shoulders. "You sure 


you wanna do this?" 


"Joe," he murmured, his voice deep and raspy. | raked my nails down his back and he gasped, his fingers 


tightening their hold on my arms. "I. want.” 


"What?" | said in a low voice. | leaned in close to his face, my lips grazing his ear. "Tell me what you want, 


Yngwie." 


He released a shaky breath. "You." he breathed, and | shuddered. "I want you, Joe." 
Holy fuck. "Shit, man" | groaned as he pushed a knee between my legs. He leaned close to me, his hair falling 


over my face like a curtain before he paused again. 


‘Ive never..done anything like this before." he admitted. "I know that this whole relationship was new to both of 
us, but.this is completely new. I've never, y'know, even thought about." A blush crept up his face. "fucking a 
man. And. don't really know what I'm doing, but | know | want it" | grinned. He'd put my exact thoughts into 


words. 


Neither of us knew how to take the lead. Yngwie wanted to fuck me, but he wasn't sure how to start. We'd 
ended up just sort of experimenting before we finally figured it out, and when we did figure it out, it was 


fucking incredible. 


We'd gone slowly at first, Yngwie on top of me like we both wanted, before an invisible switch was seemingly 
flipped, and we'd ended up going hard and fast, both of us demanding the upper hand. Eventually, I'd ended up on 
Top, riding him until his eyes rolled back and he spilled inside me, his near-screams echoing off the walls. I'd 
followed soon after, throwing my head back as a sound between a growl and a wail tore itself from my throat 


as | came. 


Sometime late into the night, Yngwie's voice came from above me. "Joe?" he murmured, his voice slightly 
nervous. | lifted my head from where itd been lying on his chest and stared where | thought his face was, 
only able to make out the outline of him through the darkness. "I just..really like where this is going.” 


Several different feelings bombarded my mind all at once, and | found myself speechless as | gaped at his 
silhouette. | could pick out some of them - there was definitely a part of me that felt the same way, sending 
waves of relief through my body. There was another feeling, however - something vague that was swirling in 


the pit of my stomach. It was making me slightly uneasy, but | couldn't figure out why. 


| laid my head back down on his chest. "Yeah," | stated, though the strange feeling was beginning to grow in its 


intensity. | pushed it down for the time being as | smiled. "I like where we're headed too, man" 


Chapter Six 
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Something didn't feel right. 


It sounded incredibly vague, and it was probably just nerves from the tour, but something just felt off. | 
couldn't make sense of it - everything had been fine in the band lately. We'd started another tour, planning on 
recording a live album at one of the venues. There were still a few creative differences among the four of us, 


but they were nothing that couldn't be worked out. Yngwie and | had been getting along. 


In fact, things were going great with Yngwie and |. We'd been together for almost nine months now - it was 
easily one of the longest relationships I'd ever been in Just a few more months and it would be the longest. 
There was hardly a day where we weren't at each others' houses - the only times we wouldn't see each 
other were after we'd been arguing, or if | realized I'd been spending too much time around him and needed a 
break. When we weren't fighting over something insignificant, we were having a great time, both in and out of 


the studio. 
Everything seemed like it was going well. 
So what was the strange uneasiness that had been creeping up on me throughout the past few weeks? 


| grinned as | stepped into the afterparty, feeling like I'd just walked into a completely different world. The show 
tonight had been pretty good, leaving me energized and feeling like | could do anything. 


As | made my way further into the crowd, | could see Yngwie standing in the middle of the crowd. His eyes 
landed on me and he grinned, and | smiled back as | weaved through the throngs of people to stand next to him. 


"Hey, guys!" The voice of a guy from one of the opening bands came from across the room, and | turned, 
seeing him waving wildly from where he stood by a beer keg. Surrounding him were the rest of the guys from 
the opening bands, several scantily clad women, and the very drunk Jens and Anders. "Come over and party 
with us!" 


| turned to Yngwie and grinned, and he returned it before he boldly draped his arm over my shoulders and led 
me to the group. | guess he was in a good enough mood to not care about anyone possibly seeing us and 


suspecting anything. 


Honestly, | was glad. Sometimes | would get tired of constantly having to hide everything, It wasn't like | wanted 
to tell everyone at this party that Yngwie and | were together - | just didn't want him to completely close 


himself off from me when we were surrounded by people. 


Apparently, "party with us" meant "get completely wasted and drugged out until you can barely remember 
your own name". After six shots, | lost count of how much I'd had to drink Someone had brought coke as well, 
and within five minutes of finding out about it, we were all dancing wildly through the crowds. All of our 
impulse control was gone - Yngwie and | probably would have ended up making out in front of the entire 


afterparty crowd if | hadn't lost him within fifteen minutes. 


Somehow, | ended up with my arms around the waist of a tall, slender brunette woman who'd been giving me 
the bedroom eyes all night. We danced slowly, sensually, amongst the crowd of people, the music creating a 
pleasant buzz that amplified the intoxication already flooding my mind. As her hands slid up my back, there 
was a little voice in the back of my head that was telling me that | shouldn't be here, dancing with her, but 
the other part of my mind couldn't figure out why. 


It was at the exact moment that she leaned close to me, her lips barely brushing my neck, that | happened to 
glance across the room and suddenly remember the reason | shouldn't be with her. Yngwie was surrounded by 


women of his own, glaring daggers at me and the woman in my arms. 


| suddenly felt a burst of irritation hit me, and the woman | was with looked at me curiously. | wasn't focusing 
on her, however - | was looking at Yngwie giving me a death glare for dancing with someone else when there 


were women all over him. Fucking hypocrite. 
"Hey, where are y'going?" she asked, but | wasn't listening. I'd already unwound her arms from around my 
shoulders and stormed towards Yngwie before she could say anything else. He just glared at me before he 


turned away and disappeared into the crowd. 


Seriously? | followed him, my annoyance beginning to grow as | weaved through the crowd. Why did he always 


have to be so immature? | was dancing with a woman, not eating her face or something. 
Unless he was mad for a different reason, which was probably the case. 


| ended up at our dressing room. Stepping inside, | sighed at the sight of him staring at the wall with his arms 


crossed over his chest. 


"C'mon, man" | began, trying to keep the aggravation out of my voice. | wasn't in the mood to fight with him 


tonight, even though it seemed like he was. "You're makin’ a big deal out of nothin." 


"Who was that woman?" he asked, and | rolled my eyes. Was he seriously this pissed at me for that? 
Was he jealous? Jesus, | did not want to deal with this shit tonight. 


"| don't know." | muttered, running my hand over my face. "Man, are you really gonna storm out because of 


that?" 


Its not just about that!" he yelled, and | shook my head. Here we go. It was never just about one thing with 
Yngwie - he'd get pissed about something and then go off about different things that usually had no relation 


to the original subject. It was even worse now that he was drunk and high. 


"Would you just fuck off?!" | snapped, feeling the last of my patience slip away. All the drinks and drugs I'd had 
were still swirling around my mind, flooding me with rage. | really couldn't stand him sometimes. "You fuck up 


sometimes too! You're not the fuckin’ greatest!" 
His face twisted in fury. "The show was fucked, everyone was asking me about it, why my band---" 
Goddammit, really? The "my band" shit again? 


"Can't we just have one fucking night where you don't act like an arrogant bastard?!" | shouted. Fucking hell, 
how many times had | used those words to describe Yngwie? "Everything always has to be about you, about 
your band! It's not just your band, man! We're all supposed to be a team!" 


"| put it together!" he yelled, and | rolled my eyes. I'd lost count a long time ago of how many times he'd 
brought that up. How many times had we gotten in this same argument over who's band it was? "H's really 


me who's the frontman! Everyone comes to see me! You're just my singer.” 


Something snapped inside me as soon as the words left his mouth. An explosion of red hot anger surged 
through me, my blood boiling in my veins. | could feel my face instantly morph into a mask of rage as my fists 
clenched at my sides, my nails digging into my palms. 


"IM NOT YOUR FUCKING SINGER!" | screamed, storming across the room and getting right in his face. His arms 
crossed over his chest as he stared me down, matching my furious glare. That only pissed me off more. "You 


don't fucking own me! You don't own any of us!" 


Fuck, | couldn't stand when someone called me "their singer". It always seemed like the person saying it was 
trying to say that | belonged to them - that | wasn't my own person, that | was their singer. | wasn't anyone's 


goddamn singer. 


"You don't have a band without mel" | was starting to sound like him, but at this point, | really didn't care. "If | 
wasn't out there backing you up on your album, we would have never made it!" Then, as | stood on my Toes To 


get further into his face, | threw the last of the gas on the fire. 


"If anything, you're my guitarist!" 


| wasn't sure who hit first. One moment, | was standing just inches from Yngwie, and the next, my back was 
slamming against the wall as | heard the unmistakable sound of glass shattering from across the room. My 
back slid down the wall as | crumpled to the floor, and | looked up, shaking my hair out of my eyes. Yngwie was 
lying in the pile of broken glass that had previously been the top of a table, staring at me with a mask of 
shock and rage on his face. 


| staggered to my feet at the same time he jumped up, and, before | had a chance to even think about what 
my next move would be, he lunged at me. My hand shot out to strike his face as his nails swiped down my 


cheek, and my fingers dug into his arms as he shoved me onto the floor. 


My mind was completely blank, lost in a fog of intoxication and rage. | managed to push him away, and his hand 


came up to slam against my face as | charged at him, my fists raining down in a flurry. | wasn't even sure 


what | was hitting at this point. 


"Are you fucking kidding me?!" The voice of our tour manager broke the haze of fury that had flooded the 
room, and | stopped, staring down at Yngwie's equally stunned expression. A second later, a hand landed on my 
shoulder and yanked me to my feet. Another roadie pulled Yngwie off the floor, and | stared at him, both of us 
panting. 


His eyes were nearly black, his tangled hair falling over his face and shoulders. There was a dark bruise 
beginning to form on his cheek next to a jagged slash, and he reached up to wipe off the blood that had 
dripped down his chin from his split lip. For a moment, | couldn't believe I'd done that, and then | felt the 
scratches on my cheek burn. | could feel the other side of my face pounding, and there was a slow, steady 


stream of blood running from my nose. 


| could hardly believe itd come to this. We'd actually gotten in a fist fight. Members of our crew had to pull 


us apart because we were punching each other. | never would have thought it would get this bad. 


Our tour manager was glaring at both of us, and | shoved my hands deep into my pockets as Yngwie stared at 


the floor. "| swear to god, the two of you." 


He didn't get to finish that statement, since Yngwie stormed out before he could finish it. He sighed heavily 
before he turned to me. "Alright" he muttered before he crossed his arms over his chest. "Joe, what the 


fuck was that?" 


| didn't know what to say as | let my eyes drop to the floor. All the rage had left me the instant I'd heard the 
exasperated yelling of our tour manager. | simply shrugged, and before he could start ranting or anything, | 


turned and walked out as well, ignoring the blood running down my face that was now dripping onto the carpet. 


| got to my hotel room as quickly as | could, trying to ignore the people in the hallways. As soon as | pushed 
the door open, | staggered inside, immediately stumbling over the carpet and directly onto the floor. 


Dammit, would this ever fucking end? 


| ended up just lying there on the floor, trying to quiet the thoughts racing through my mind to no avail. | 
thought about Yngwie and myself, wondering if the fight we'd had tonight had been coming all along. Had our 
relationship always been fated to fail? 


As | laid there, trying to think about the good times we'd had, the realization hit me like a ton of bricks. 


There had never been ups and downs with Yngwie and | - we'd been in a descent the entire time. What | had 
thought were ups, all the good times between us when we'd be getting along, were just pauses in the downfall. 


We'd been on a collision course from day one. 


Of course, he was an arrogant bastard, as I've always said. But now that | was really thinking about it, | 
realized that he was well and truly obsessed with himself and the way other people saw him. There had been 
so many signs that I'd just pushed aside, making up different excuses for why he might say something. 


"ITS NOT YOUR FUCKING BAND!" 


"He could have recognized us! Dont you know what would happen if something lke that got out?! What it would do 
to me, to the band?!" 


‘ts really me who's the frontman! Everyone comes to see me! You're just my singer." 
He could never love me - he loved himself too much. 


| must have laid there like some kind of drug-addled wreck for ten minutes, gazing at the ceiling with this 
blank, wide-eyed stare. | couldn't believe | hadn't realized this earlier - | should have seen it coming from the 
very beginning. As | continued to gawk at the ceiling, | started thinking again, feeling like everything was finally 


dawning on me now. 


| had to leave the band. After this tour, | would have to quit Rising Force. It just couldn't go on like this - we 
would never be able to find equal ground on the songs we were writing, just like we had been doing before the 
tour. Not only that, I'd have to break up with Yngwie as well. If we tried to keep going, we'd only get worse. 


There was a stone wall between us that nothing could tear down. 
| loved him, but | wasn't in love with him. 


Unlike my first realization, this one was more painful. It wasn't just a thought that crossed my mind - it was 
an invisible, jagged blade that tore through my chest and left nothing in its wake. 


Eventually, | managed to roll onto my stomach and drag my wasted ass across the floor, clawing at the edge 


of the bed as | attempted to stand. Staggering to my feet, | crawled onto the bed and crumpled against the 


sheets. | sighed as | buried my face into the pillow. 


Rolling onto my side, | exhaled shakily as | pressed the heels of my hands against my eyes. Dammit. | thought, 
a burning feeling beginning to creep up my face. Come on, don’t start fucking crying over this. You're not some 
teenage girl who just broke up with her boyfriend Youre leaving your band. 


But Yngwie wasn't just someone | was in a band with - he had never been. He was my friend. He was my 


partner. He could have been my lover. Fucking hell, | never thought I'd say that one. 


With a defeated sigh, | let my arms fall to my sides as | stared at the wall, wondering if | could figure out 


where things may have gone wrong, before | realized that it was no use. 
Things had always been wrong - itd just taken me this long to figure it out. 


We hardly even looked at each other for the next week. Sometimes I'd catch him glancing in my direction, only 
to immediately avert his eyes if he even thought | had noticed. Anders and Jens definitely knew something was 
wrong - they'd been a lot quieter as well, trying to keep conversations with Yngwie or me short and to the 


point. | wondered if they'd heard Yngwie's and my fight, or if our tour manager had told them about it. 


Of course, we carried on with our shows, pretending like nothing was wrong in front of the many different 
audiences we played for. Sometimes | couldn't help but to wonder if the crowds could tell that we were faking 


being civil with one another. 


It felt like itd been months since Yngwie and | had spoken, even though itd only been about a week That night, 
right before we were about to head out to the stage, Anders uncomfortably shuffled over to me and handed 


me our setlist. "Yngwie said he made a couple changes." he told me and | nodded. 


| glanced over the list of songs. Yngwie made last minute changes to the setlist all the time, something | didn't 
mind. He usually just changed the order of one or two songs. This time, he'd put his guitar solo closer to the 
beginning of the show, instead of around the middle. 


Once we got on stage, | figured out why. 


He didn't just blaze through hundreds of notes a second like usual - he played with more emotion than I'd ever 
heard before. Of course, he threw in some shredding, but between the fast licks, he'd bend and shake the 


strings with so much raw passion. He made the guitar scream. 


As the lights went dark, the cheers of the crowd washing over us, | knew that that had been one of the 


greatest solos he'd ever done. 


| hadn't expected the knock at my hotel room door. Intrigued, | glanced in that direction before | slid off the 
bed and made my way over there. I'd entertained the thought that Yngwie would eventually show up, but | 
really hadn't thought about what | would do if he actually did. Like I've said, he hardly ever came back to me 


after an argument, and | definitely didn't expect him to be the mature one after that last fight we'd had. | 
thought | would have to break down his door if | wanted to speak to him again. 


With a sigh, | swung the door open, taking in the sight | knew would be there. 


Yngwie was standing in the hallway, one hand on the doorframe as he stared at me. His half-lidded eyes were 
red and swollen, his cheeks flushed. He swayed slightly where he stood, and | could tell he'd been drinking. That 


was probably the only reason he'd actually come here, honestly. 
"Joe" he began, his voice wavering slightly. 
"Yngwie." | replied, trying to keep my voice level. He stared down at the floor and sighed. 


"We can't keep doing this." | said, getting straight to the point. There was no use trying to avoid it anymore. He 
fiddled with his fingers as he slowly nodded. 


"I know." he told me, running his hand over his face. "| wanted to come here to say.." His voice cracked at the 
end of the sentence, and he looked up at me, his face a mask of pain | felt something twist in my chest. "that 
| don't think," He sighed shakily. "we can keep going with this. The band," His voice lowered before he managed to 
choke out the last words. "and the relationship.” 


He was more drunk than | thought. | put my hand on his arm and pulled him fully into my room, leading him to 
sit on the edge of the bed. He stared at the floor and | put my arm around his shoulders. 


"I was thinkin’ about that too, man" | put in, my voice thick. Dammit, damn it all fo hell | didnt want things to 
end like this, as much as | knew that they had to. We were stuck in a cycle of fighting and working things out. 


It had only been a matter of time before we wouldn't be able to work it out. 


| took a deep breath, running my hand over my face. | might as well just be honest. "I've kind of been thinking 
about it for a while." | admitted. "Y'know..| never knew where we were heading. | never..saw a future with us, | 
guess." Fuck, | hadn't meant for that to sound so cold, but it was the truth. | really hadn't been able to picture 


Yngwie and | together for more than a year. "| mean.fuck..” 
His expression was still pained and | sighed. "Look, man" | stated. "I didn't want it to end.like this. | really like 
being in this band, and with you." He smiled a bit at that, but it didn't quite reach his eyes. "But. it's just not 


gonna work out if we keep it going.” 


It'd been hard for me to admit out loud, but now that | had, | felt better, somehow. Like | wasn't holding back 


anymore, hiding what | was really thinking. He glanced over at me before he nodded. 
"So you're.." He looked down and swallowed nervously before he continued. "leaving the band?" 


"Yeah." | told him, surprised at how easy it was for me to say. He sighed shakily before he nodded again 


"There's only a few weeks left of the tour." he stated, standing up and not looking at me as he moved to the 
door. | watched him go, suddenly feeling like this would be the last time we'd ever talk. 


It really felt like we were just giving up on trying to get along, but what else was there to do? 


| know." | told him. "We'll just keep playin’ like we have been" | forced a small smile onto my face. "It was a 
great show tonight" 


He just shrugged before he nodded, turning back to me for a second. "I, ah." He looked like he wanted to say 
something, but he didn't, opting to simply walk out. 


| knew I'd see him again. This wouldn't be the last time we'd talk - | wanted to speak with him when he was 
actually sober. l'd probably go to him after the tour was over. 


Sprawling back on the bed, | stared at where he'd been before | turned my eyes back to the TV, trying to 
make sense of all my different thoughts. 


| wasn't sure what was worse - the crash and burn of our band and relationship after not even a year, or 


the fact that | was already starting to find it hard to miss him. 


Chapter Seven 


Author's Notes: 

Well, here we are. This is the final chapter of "The Good, The Bad, And The Yngwie"! Even though this is the 
last chapter, there's still a little bit of drama, as there always has to be. | tried to make this one shorter and 
less eventful, though-it's more of an epilogue (but not exactly), a wrap-up, y'know? I'd just like to thank 
everyone who's read and reviewed all the chapters. This isn't a very popular band/pairing, so | really didn't 
think that many people would read this. So thank you everyone for reading and reviewing the previous 
chapters, and | hope you liked the whole story! I've got some more plans for different stories that'll come soon 
as welll Who knows, maybe I'll write something with this pairing again one day. As always, | don't own anything 
except the plot and story. Hope you enjoy :) 


The tour didn't end as badly as I'd expected. 


Yngwie and | managed to pretend to get along for the remaining few weeks, making sure that the different 
crowds we played for had no idea of what was really going on between us. | even tried to avoid bringing it into 
the rest of the band, but Jens and Anders eventually caught onto the animosity between Yngwie and me. 
Pretty soon, they figured out that | was leaving the band, even though | never told them directly. 


| was sure that they were going to come to me and ask about what had happened, but they never did. | didn't 
know if | was glad about that or not. 


Yngwie and | hadn't spoken since he'd come to my hotel room drunk off his ass. After the tour ended, about 
three weeks ago, we hadn't even seen each other again. | couldn't stop thinking about the last conversation we'd 


had, and how | didn't want it to be the last. | wanted to talk to him one more time, when he was actually sober. 
The drive to his house now would probably be the last time I'd ever come down this road again 


Staring straight ahead, | tried to think of the times | was actually glad to be with him. We really had had good 
times - even if our relationship always been fated to fail, there had been times where I'd enjoyed being his 


friend, bandmate, and partner. 

Who knows, maybe we could be friends or work on music together again one day. 

| didn't hear Yngwie's guitar this time as | made my way up the driveway to his house. As | stared at the 
door in front of me, all the different things | wanted to say to him bombarding my thoughts all at once, | 
couldn't help but wonder if he'd ever want to see me again after this. | mean, | was pretty much coming here 


to break up with him. 


Man, there were so many things that had happened in the past year that | never could have expected. Right 


when the band started off, | couldn't stand Yngwie - | thought he was an arrogant egomaniac. He still was, but 
| knew him as more than that now. We'd ended up in some complex tour fling before we called it a relationship, 


but now | was leaving him as well as the band. 


| was pulled out of my internal musings by the door opening, and | looked up, shoving a hand into my pocket. 
Yngwie was standing there, his face a mask of different emotions. | never had figured out how to read him. 


"l, uh." | was suddenly aware of something else I'd come here to do. | held out my hand, which had been 
gripping the shirt I'd accidentally taken from him that one morning. "I gotta give this back." 


"Is this my shirt?" he asked as he took it, a small smirk appearing on his face. | couldn't help but smile back 


just a bit. 
"Yeah, | took it after we went to that club." | remarked. "After the first date." 


He chuckled a bit, but there was definitely a hint of pain in his eyes as he stared at the shirt, then at me. He 


tossed the shirt aside before he shoved his hands into his pockets, his eyes downcast. 


| put my hand on his arm and he sighed. "Look, man" | began. Well, this is it | thought. Time fo put everything 
out there. "| really had a great time being in this band and with you. Maybe..sometime in the future we can 
jam together or something." 


He nodded, trying to force a smile onto his face. "I've been trying to think of where |---where it may have 
gone wrong." he muttered. Classic Yngwie, refusing to blame himself. | would normally get pissed at him for 
doing that, but right now, | didn't even want to make an effort to feel anything. "I think it might have been 
the..creative differences. We wanted different things." 


"Or we could have been too similar." | put in. He finally looked up at me, and | could almost hear the gears 


turning in his head. 


In the beginning, | would have never thought that | was anything like Yngwie - | wasn't an arrogant bastard 
who was obsessed with myself and my image, for one. But just because we weren't complete copies of each 
other didn't mean we didn't have our similarities. We both had Alpha personalities - we always wanted to be in 


charge. Putting two guys like that in a band together never ended well 


"It might've been the creative differences," | commented. "or.hell, it was probably a lot of different things. 
Y'know, sometimes these things just.don't work" | frowned at my lame choice of words, but | wasn't sure how 
else | was supposed to say them. Truth be told, | just wanted to get back home and not have to deal with this 
shit anymore, but | had to face it now. 


Maybe another reason why shit went wrong is because it was so difficult to talk to him sometimes. There had 
been so many times when | just couldn't think of any way to respond to something that he'd said. 


"Well." | began again after a few moments, wringing my hands together. | wanted to say more to him, but | 
couldn't think of anything that | hadn't already said. Like | said, that could have been a sign of something being 


wrong. He tapped his fingers on the doorframe, staring at something in the distance and not meeting my eyes. 


| could tell that he was holding back - that there were things he still wanted to say. Even though | didn't want 
him to keep things inside, that | wanted him to just tell me what he was thinking before | left him for who 
knows how long, | couldn't find it in myself to say anything. | knew he wouldn't tell me anyway. 


"Hl, uh." | was going to say that | would miss him, but honestly, | didn't know if | would. I'm sure that | would in 


different ways. I'd miss the good times, | suppose. "I'll see you around sometime, | guess." 


"Ja" he said quickly, finally looking me in the eyes. | could practically see the racing thoughts in his - a tangle 
of different emotions that blended together into a storm of intensity. "Like you said, maybe we can jam again 


someday. 


| sighed. | didn't want our last conversation to be this uncomfortable. | put my hand on his arm again and he 
looked down once more. "Yng," | muttered, searching in vain for the words that still refused to come. Why was 
it so difficult to talk to him all of the sudden? "I don't." Fucking spit it out. "| don't wanna just forget about this. 
What we had, y'know?" 


Again, | thought my words had been lame, but | guess he didn't. His eyes shot up to lock with mine once more. 
"| don't either." he admitted. "| want to remember when it was good, like you said. Because it was, at one time. 


And, y'know, | still think | chose the right singer for my---this band." 


| couldn't help the smile that came to my face. Maybe he really could change. Probably not entirely - he'd 


likely always have a superiority complex, but maybe he could reign it in if he tried. 


"Well, like | said, | liked bein’ a part of it" | told him. My hand slid down his arm, my fingers about to move to 
tangle with his before | pulled them away. "It was a good ride." 


| flashed him a grin and he returned it, though there was still an air of melancholy surrounding him. Our eyes 


met for the last time, and | still couldn't read any of the emotions tangled in his. 


| didn't look back as | stepped into my car, refusing to even steal a glance at the house, and where he was 
probably still standing. | kept my eyes straight ahead, locked on the roads that I'd come to know almost as 
much as the ones to my own hore. As | stared at myself in the side mirror, | wondered if I'd ever stop 


thinking about what could have been. 


Yngwie had come blazing into my life like the beginning of one of his guitar solos. The first half of the 
performance had been insane, the notes he was playing blurring together in a flurry of sound as he 
effortlessly sped through them. Somewhere in the middle, it began to get repetitive, the same scale runs and 
arpeggios all starting to sound the same. Even if he'd change it, alternating to slower progressions, he'd 


eventually revert back to racing through the scale he'd been playing when he'd started, 


And just like every solo, it had to come to an end eventually, the last few notes left screaming in the air 


before they were nothing but faint reverberations that still rocked the stage. 


END 


